FAMILIARS   IN   THE   WILD

specimens; often also, on these occasions, they joined me
unexpectedly of their own accord; so that by and by I
made it a rule never to start in the morning without taking
with me something for them to eat.

During the rainy season of 1912-13 I lived in a small
forest on one of the slopes of the gorge through which the
Ndumbi River descends into the plains, on its long journey
toward the Indian Ocean. I had spent the preceding rainy
season in another camp, but close to this one, and there had
made friends with two ravens, to whom I had given the
classic names, Seneca and Poppaea.

It had been clear at the time that Poppaea had a nest
with young ones, as she used regularly to fly away, after
each meal, in the direction of a distant cluster of trees, her
beak and gullet filled with provisions. And, to my great
surprise and pleasure, as soon as I arrived on the Ndumbi in
October 1912, after an absence of six months, Seneca and
Poppsea came, accompanied by two full-grown youngsters.
That the latter were their children was obvious, because
otherwise they would never have been tolerated near the
camp. But they soon gave me another proof of the fact, by
their own remarkable behaviour.

One morning, when Seneca and Poppaea had been
feeding with 'ravenous' appetite, faster than the two others
were able to follow, the latter, afraid of seeing the whole
breakfast swallowed before their eyes ere they had time to
assuage their own hunger, all of a sudden gave up the con-
test, ceased eating, opened wide their beaks, and began to
beat their wings against their sides, for all the world like
tiny little nestlings when they see their parents arriving

153